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'^T^WAS  in  that  twilight  of  the  years,  when  all 
Was  trouble  and  unrest,  when  the  red  sword 
Ran  riot,  and  the  petty  tribes  of  men 
Stirred  angrily  like  bees,  and  warring  still. 
Bitterly  warring,  spoiled  the  wretched  span 
Of  their  vexed  lives;    when  over  seas  the  Dane 
Harried,  and  spread  destruction  far  and  wide 
In  other  lands  than  his :    the  Gospel  ray 
Shone  faint  and  feeble,  yet  still  the  scattered  monks 
With  tears  and  trembling  strove  to  keep  alight 
The  sacred  lamp;    unfalteringly  true. 
In  sconi  and  poverty,  yet  not  the  less 
They  tended  the  low  flame  with  loving  hands. 
Such  men  there  dwelt,  a  pious  company, 
In  a  low  sandy  isle  of  the  Northern  seas 
(Guarding  the  bones  of  Cuthbert,  whom  God  chose 
A  second  David  from  the  flocks  to  be 
His  minister;    long  years  he  spent  aloof 
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In  solitude  austere,  hearing  no  voice 

Save  the  hoarse  breakers  and  that  lonely  bu"d 

Which  tossed  upon  the  streaming  wind  complains, — 

Far  from  the  world.     And  when  he  died,  the  monks 

Over  his  sainted  bones  an  Abbey  raised 

Of  goodly  timber,  thatching  it  with  reeds 

Cut  from  the  whispering  moat;    and  resting  nigh 

Under  its  shadow,  served  their  (iod  in   peace. 

Yet  not  in  peace:    lor  on  a  day.   when  some 

Knelt  at  the  altar,  others  in  the  field 

Laboured,  and  others  diligently  traced 

The  sacred  Word  in  crimson  and  clear  gold 

On  the  wan  parchment,  came  a  sudden  cry. 

Came  a  loud  knocking  and  a  cry,  "  The  Dane  ! 

The  Dane  is  come  !  "     Then  they,  those  trembling 

monks. 
Fled  in  deep  sorrow  and  sore  haste    yet  still 

They  guarded  the  saint's  bones :   long  years  in  woe 

They  wandered,   seeking  refuge,   and  found  none. 
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As  some  poor  homeless  spai'  that  the  seas  toss 
Upon  their  jolting  billows:    league  on  league 
Far  from  the  forest  on  the  Baltic  strand. 
Where  once  it  shook  dark  tassels  numberless 
Powder'd  with  dew,  or  drooped  snow-laden  boughs, 
It  drifts :    till,  drifting,  at  the  last  it  finds 
Shelter  and  peace  upon  the  dreaming  shore 
Of  some  lagoon,  where  never  the  rude  wind 
Comes,  nor  the  surf,  nor  any  coil  of  waves : — 
So  they  were  tossed,  so  sorrowed  they,  and  so 
They  found  at  last  the  haven  of  content. 
High  on  a  great  rock  bower'd  in  deep  wood. 
Round  which  a  river  of  brown  water  runs 
Cui'ving,  the}'  planted  their  abode,  and  there. 
Guided  by  Heaven,  the  bones  of  Cuthbert  laid 
Loftily  throned.     And  as  the  years  rolled  on 
New  generations  came,  and  still  the  shrine 
Waxed  greater:    yet  the  petty  tribes  still  strove 


Conflicting,  till  one  came  from  over  seas, 

An  iron  king  who  bitted  their  strong  mouths. 

Hard  by  the  shrine  he  rear'd  a  bastion  vast 

On  the  cliff's  edge,  and  filled  it  with  the  tramp 

Of  warriors.     So  the  land  had  peace,  until 

He  died,  this  mighty  conqueror,  and  bequeath'd 

The  realm  to  his  son  Rufus,  the  Red  King. 

Now  it  befell  the  Abbot  of  this  shrine, 

William  St  Carileph  by  name,  to  flee 

The  Red  King's  face  in  fear,  and  cross  the  seas 

Unto  the  Norman's  shore :    where  wandering 

In  sad  exile,  it  chanced  that  as  he  knelt 

In  a  grey  Abbey  musing  of  the  past, 

A  sudden  pity  well'd  into  his  heart 

For  that  rude  island  and   its  barbarous  hordes 

Lost  in  the  din  of  wars,  not  knowing  God; 

And  straight  he  longed  to  serve  them,  if  he  might. 

And  as  a  youth   sits  brooding,  head  in  hands, 
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Over  some  tender  dream  his  spirit  sees. 

Some  little  poem  that  his  soul  hath  asked 

And  still  the  Muse  denieth :    through  his  brain 

Shape  follows  mocking  shape,  thought  into  thought 

Inextricably  weaves,  and  on  the  web 

No  pattern  yet  appears :    when  lo  !  a  touch, 

A  spark  !  and  all  is  clear:    so  Carileph. 

''  1   will  return,"  he  said,   "  and  pray  my  king 

For  grace:    and  swift  seek  out  the  northern  shrine 

Of  Cuthbert,  and  there  build  an  Abbey  grey 

Like  this,  but  statelier:    and  thou,  Mother-maid, 

Help  uie  to  win  this  people  from  their  wars," 

So  he  returned,  and.  bearing  in  his  brain 

The  seed  of  mighty  things,  imperishably 

Founded  upon  the  ringing  rock  a  church 

Solenui  and  vast.     Full  prosperously  the  work 

Was  furthered :    e'en  the  ever-warring  tribes 

Ceased   from   their    strife,    and   raised   with    their 
own  hands 


Stone  upon  stone.     And  when,  fill'd  full  of  years, 

Carileph,  the  good  Bishoj),  died,  they  came. 

The  white-robed  sad  procession,   and  with  tears. 

With  many  tears  and  dolorous  litanies, 

They  sang  the  Nunc  Dimittis  over  him, 

And  laid  him  'neath  that  window,  which  himself 

Devised  and  set  aloft  outshining  far 

The  Rose  of  Rouen;     while  the  solemn   winds 

Chaunted  among  the  uncoped  parapets. 

Yet  was  the  work  not  stayed,  but  ever  higher 

The  straight  shafts  mounted,  and  the  massive  piers 

Rose  skyward,  till  the  Atlantean  arch 

Bowed  to  sustain  the  solemn-curving  vaults 

Of  the  vast  roof. — So  slipped  the  years  away 

To  sound  of  hammers  and  the  chinking  tool, 

Laboriously;    and  soon  the  breathing  winds 

Were  hinder' d  from  their  chaunting,  and  the  stars 

No  longer  peered  through  breach  and  orifice. 
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So  after  long,  uncounted  years  the  church 

Perfected  stood:    and  scarce  the  builders  felt 

That  it  was  so — as  oft  a  man  may  walk 

On  winter  morns  with  darken'd  eye,  nor  know 

That  all  the  labour  of  the  tranced  moons 

Has  burgeon'd  into  spring:    blindly  he  walks 

Nor  heeds,  when,  turning,  suddenly  he  spies 

Hung  in  a  liquid  heaven  the  first  lark: 

So  marvelled  they,  and  half  incredulous 

Of  the  long  work  now  crowned,  would  linger  still 

About  the  towers,  adding  here  a  rose 

And  there  a   spire,   repining  that  the  church 

Needed  their  hands  no  longer.     From  that  day 

The  prayer  of  Carileph  was  heard,  and  war 

Ceased  from  the  land,  till  no\^'  sore-vexing  strife 

Is  not.     The  very  Keep,  which  echoed  once 

The  clash  of  pikes,  now  answers  to  the  tread 

Of  students,  hurrying  by  with  pensive  brows 
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And  hearts  of  peace.     The  mighty  walls  of  proof, 

The  rampier'd  cliffs  of  masonry,  the  halls 

Hung  with  dark  oak  and  uncouth  tapestries, 

Endure,  but  not  endures  the  anger  dark 

Which  built  them :    thus  the  citadel  is  changed. 

But  thou,  fair  sister-citadel  of  Christ, 

Nought  changes  thee;    but  still  thou  lookest  forth 

Majestic,  o'er  the  river  girdling  thee, 

O'er  the  dark  city,  o'er  the  whispered  song 

Of  thy  deep  coverts,  and  o'er  the  billowy  wold 

Black  with  a  hundred  mines.     Unaltered  still 

(Save  that  the  vears  have  turned  to  tawny  gold 

Thy  once  grey  stones),  thou  standest,   and  shalt 
stand 

When  those  deep  coverts  are  not,  and  the  mines 
Do  lie  forgotten  labyrinths  unsurmised. 
Thee  the  grimed  collier  leaving  the  black  shaft 
Hails  with  dazed  eyes,  knowing  the  sainted  fame 
And  loving  well  thy  walls;    and  oft  he  comes 

12 


Within  thy  doors  to  view  the  grave  of  him, 

That  saint  of  latter  years,  a  mighty  soul 

In  a  frail  body,  who,  like  Carileph, 

Sought  to  win  others  from  their  strife  by  grace 

Of  holy  deeds:    or  spells  the  lettered  stone 

Of  Bede,  the  monk  of  Jarrow,  where  he  lies 

'Neath  shining  colonnades  of  arches  white. 

Thick-clustering,  while  perchance  the  wester'd  sun 

Strikes  a  pale  beam  across  the  grey  tomb-flag 

And  eats  the  lettering  deeper  in  the  stone. 

So  wandering  through  thy  glorious  sanctuaries. 

Well  may  he  love  thee.  Spirit,  for  thy  state 

And  for  the  grandeur  of  the  brooding  watch 

Thou     keepest     through    the     changing     months, 
steadfast 

Through  all.     O  fair,  when  the  November  moon, 
Tilting  her  slender  keel  of  freshest  gold 
Beneath  the  attendant  star,  in  humid  skies 
Sails  glinamering,  level  with  thy  towers:    or  risen 
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Far,  far  above  thee  now,  with  perfect  orb 
Rides  fully-robed  in  silver,  and  shines  down 
On  thy  still  cloister:    lovely,  when  the  mist 
Reaches  soft  arms  around  thee,  valley-mist 
That  climbs  about  thy  base,  yet  leaves  thy  brow 
Unwi'eathed,  serenely  islanded,  to  gaze 
Over  dim-stretching  seas  of  smoothed  white, 
Where  rises  nought  to  challenge  thy  lone  sway: 
And  lovely,  thou,  when  Avakes  the  morn  and  opes 
Her  silver  sluices,  to  pour  forth  her  streams 
Of  purest  light,  when  all  the  dewy  skies 
Are  one  white  histre,  save  the  kindling  east 
That  takes  a  sorrel  tinge:    how  nobly  then 
Thou  standest,  black  against  the  lucid  baths  ! 
But  lovelier  still,  when  soft  !  thy  muffled  bells 
Begin,  and  thrilling  from  the  belfry-loft 
Peal  through  the  dusk  unutterable  tones 
Mourning  the  happy  dead :    softer  than  clouds 
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How  they  come  thronging  !    while  the  very  stars 
Seem  to  shine  brighter  for  the  joy  of  them. 
O  lovely  at  all  times  !    a  man  might  wish 
To  gaze  in  childhood  at  thy  clamouring  daws, 
And  muse  away  youth's  hours  beneath  thy  shade, 
And,  grown  a  man,  live  aye  within  thy  courts 
Singing  his  Maker's  praise;    so,  quietly, 
Under  thy  shelter  till  the  end,  fulfil 
His  days;    and,  dying,  lay  his  aged  bones 
Within  the  peal  of  thy  clear-sounding  hymns. 
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